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reached, just as the after-sunset nebulosity began to turn into
twilight. He sat on the ground with his back against this mile-
stone. His blistered foot hurt him abominably. "It looks as if I
should have to sleep among those Great Stones," he thought. "I
shall be at the end of my tether when I get there."
A drowsiness fell upon him now, in spite of the pain in his
foot, and his head began to nod over his clasped hands and his
tightly hugged knees. Three things, the image of the bed at
Maidenhead with one of its brass knobs missing, the image of the
Great Stones as he had long ago seen them in pictures, and the
image of the newt sinking down into the dew-pond, dominated
his mind. He struggled frantically with this obsessing desire to
sleep. The wind seemed to have dropped a little. "Perhaps if I
see a warm shed," he thought, "I'll leave Stonehenge till
tomorrow."
He dragged his body into motion again and limped on. A
motor car passed him at top speed, sounding its horn savagely.
While it went by his one fear was lest it should stop and offer
him a lift. Its vicious look, its ugly noise, its mechanical speed,
its villainous stench, the hurried glimpse he got of the smart
people in it, all combined to make it seem worse to have any con-
tact with such a thing than to die upon the road.
His foot hurt him most evilly. He knew it was not serious. He
had not sprained his ankle or even twisted it. It was only a blister.
But the blister throbbed and burned, pulsed and ached as if his
heel had been struck with a poisoned arrow.
The grey sky had changed a little in character now. It was
dimly interspersed with twinkling points of pale luminosity. Most
of these points were so blurred and indistinct that it would have
been hard to catch them again at a second glance in the same
position in the vast ether. They were like nothing on earth; and
to nothing on earth could they be compared. They were the stars,
not of the night but of the twilight. The sky around those points
of light was neither grey nor black. It was a colour for which
there is no name among artists' pigments. But the man limping
across Salisbury Plain gave this colour a name. He named it Pain.
Where it reached the climax of appropriateness was in the west
towards which the road was leading him. Here there was one